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HALLMARK  —  RUSTCRAFT 
GREETING  CARDS 

MARKEY  MEN'S  STORE 

See  Our  Fine  Selection  of 
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Roland  Williams  Alger,  Jr. 
Dig  go  r 

Band  2,  3,  4. 

Roland's  a  tall,  dark  Romeo, 
The  strong  and  silent  type, 
But  not  so  silent  in  the  band, — 
We  give  his  trumpeting  a  great 
big  hand. 


Robert  Hollis  Bartlett 

Bibs 

Band  2,  3,  4. 

Bibsy  is  our  sailor  boy, 
His  "boot"  home  was  at  Samj)- 
son; 

He  likes  to  work  on  Ford  V-8's, 
And,  brother,  is  he  handsome! 


Carolyn  Ann  Burbank 
Callie 

Band  2,  3,  4;  Choral  Club  2; 
Basketball  4. 

There's  Callie  strutting  down  the 
street, 

Rhythm  in  her  marching  feet; 
She  turns  and  gives  a  sparkling 
smile, 

Her  brown  eyes  flashing  all  the 
while. 


Araksie  Alice  Balian 

Roxy 

Basketball  2,  3;  Drum  Major- 
ette 3,  4. 

She's  intelligent  and  studious, 
And  a  lot  like  Peggy  Ryan; 
She  can  jitterbug  and  cut  a  rug. 
The  boys  all  claim,  "She's  fine!" 


Alice  Mildred  Bouldry 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Basketball  3,  4. 

Lovely,  wavy  golden  hair, 
Eyes  as  blue  as  summer  sky, 
Cute    turned   up   nose   with  a 

jaunty  air, — 
Alice  sure  does  take  your  eye. 


Donald  Phillips  Burrell 

At  recess  he  sells  lunch  tickets, 
When  there  are  movies,  he's  at 

the  machine. 
Yes,  he  is  always  on  the  job; 
We  think  our  Donnie's  keen. 


Ruth  Elizabeth  Clogston 
Ruthie 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Scholastic 
Honors;  Band  2,  3,  4. 

We    like    our    Ruthie' s  merry 
smile, 

'Cause  where  she's  found  there's 

fun  the  while, 
With  her  red-hot  trumpet  she's 

hep  to  the  jive. 
And  can  she  polka  —  Man  alive! 

May  Elizabeth  Cochrane 

Maisie 

Secretary  2,  Treasurer  3,  Vice- 
President  4;  Band  2,  3,  4;  Choral 
Club  2. 

May  is  full  of  vim  and  vigor, 
Tall  and  neat  and  slim  of  figger. 
Voice  of  honey,  laughter  briaht, 
And  she's  always  dressed  just 
right. 


Florence  Winnifred  Cochrane 
Flossie 

Pen  Staff  2,  Associate  Editor 
3,  Co-Editor  4;  Band  2,  3,  4. 

Flossie's  eyes  are  full  of  fun, 
Her  hair's  red-blond  and  pretty. 
At  sketching  she  is  auite  superb. 
And  she  flutes  a  melodious  ditty. 


Melva  Winifred  Cole 

Cookie 

Melva  has  pretty  bloyid  curls, 
She's  dimpled,  with  eyes  of  blue. 
Her  shy  ivays  are  sweet  and  win- 
ning, 

Her  typing  is  O.  K.,  too. 


Leona  Alice  Copeland 
Lee 

Pen  Staff  4 ;  Choral  Club  2. 

Leona' s  a  charming  waitress, 
She's  cute  and  neat  and  snappy, 
And  when  she  serves  at  the  Toll 
House, 

She  makes  the  guests  so  happy. 


Lester  Standish  Darche 

Les 

Pen  Staff  2,  Business  Manager 
3,  4;  Scholastic  Honors-  Band 
3,  4. 

In  boogie-woogie  he  does  excel, 
But    plays    Beethoven    just  as 
well; 

In  fact  we  think  it's  plain  to  see 
Someday  he'll  an  Iturbi  be. 


Edward  Joseph  Drew 
Eddie 

President  4;  Band  2,  3,  4. 
Eddie  is  oar  crooner, 
For  him  we  all  woidd  swoon, 
And  in  a  crowd  with  a  joke  or 
pun 

He  always  starts  a  lot  of  fun. 


Constance  Louise  Craig 

Connie 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Band  2,  3,  4; 
Choral  Club  2. 

She's  cute,  she's  nice,  she's  on 

the  ball, 
When  it's  time  to  help  she  doesn't 

stall, 

She  plays  a  snapny  clarinet  ren 
dition, 

She's   the   senior  class'  pockei 
edition. 

Willard  Luke  De  Chambeau 
George 

Lukie,   with   his   bright  brown 
eyes, 

Is  quite  the  class'  Tyrone; 
When  he  goes  by,  the  girls  all 
sigh, 

"I  ivish  he'd  call  on  my  phone!" 


Eletha  Marie  Fuller 
Letha 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Secretary  3, 
Executive  Committee  4;  Schol- 
astic Honors;  Band  2,  3,  4. 

Letha's  a  cute  trick. 
To  that  we  all  agree; 
She's  hep  and  full  of  pep, 
A  nurse  she  longs  to  be. 
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Edward  Lewis  Hooker 

Eddie 

If  you  were  in  a  subway 
Crowded  to  the  brim, 
Would  any  gent  give  you 
seat? 

Why  yes!    It  would  be  him! 


his 


Robert  Johnson  Leonard 
Bob 

Basketball,  Assistant  Man- 
ager 3. 

At  making  friends  he  sure  is  tine. 
As  a  dancer  he's  divine; 
No  matter  what  he  tries  to  do. 
Our  "Fat"  will  always  see  it 
through. 


Judith  Learned  Hunt 
Judy 

Pen  Staff  2,  Associate  Editor 
3,  Co-Editor  4;  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Band  2;  Choral  Club  2. 
Judy's    vivacious,   cute,   a  n  d 
pretty, 

She's   full   of   fun    and  plenty 
ivitty. 

Why   does   she    wear  a  Coast 

Guard  pin? 
Ask  her,  and  her  friendship  win. 

Donald  Cortland  MacLeod 
Mac 

Band  2,  3,  4. 

A  trumpet  is  his  specialty, 
He  hope's  quite  soon  to  go  to  sea: 
As  a  minstrel  end  man  he  tvas 
great; 

With  our  class  he  sure  does  rate! 


Raymond  Clinton  Marble 
Ray 

Ray  is  slim  and  handsome. 
At  dancing  he  is  fine, 
He's  excellent  at  radio. 
And  in  math  he's  sure  to  shine. 


Alice  Louise  Mondeau 
Flicka 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Scholastic 
Honors;  Band  2,  3,  4. 

Always  ready  with  a  smile, 
Alice  is  our  "honey  chile"; 
A I  is  blond  and  tres  petite 
And  has  the  tiniest  dancing  feet. 


Zilpha  Mary  Moorhouse 
Ditto 

Pen  Staff  4. 

Zilpha  comes  and  Zilpha  goes, 
And  she's  lovely  as  a  rose; 
In  study  hall  she's  our  delight, — 
Just  see  the  notes  that  girl  can 
write! 


Evangeline  McHugh 

Vangie 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Basketball  2, 
3,  Manager  4. 

We  know  her  for  her  clever  wit 
And  her  desire  to  make  things 
"fit"; 

Her  cheery  smile  and  winsome 
way 

Make  us  agree   that  Vangie's 
O.  K. 

Eva  Lorraine  Mondeau 
Pinky 

Pen  Staff  4;  Band  2. 

Lorraine  is  chic  and  full  of  pep. 
But  alas,  she  is  sometimes  late; 
At  8:H  she  dashes  in  — 
In  time  to  crash  the  gate! 


Grace  Arlene  Morse 
Grape 

Treasurer  2. 

Golden  hair,  eyes  of  blue. 
Grade    smiles    the    whole  day 

through; 
Ask  any  senior  boy  today, 
His  answer  will  be,  "She's  O.  K." 


Jean  Shirley  Nute 
Jeanie 

Pen  Staff  4;  Vice-President  3; 
Drum  Majorette  2,  3,  4;  Choral 
Club  2. 

Jeanie  has  the  light  broum  hair 
Of  Stephen  Foster's  famous  air; 
When  she  comes  strutting  doivn 

the  street, 
Every  yoinig  heart  skips  a  beat. 

Harry  Allen  Pierce 
Buggs 

Harry    is    quiet,    but    oh  so 

friendly, 
We  think  that  he's  just  dandy; 
When    there's   a    broken  down 

Flivver  to  fix, 
He  comes  in  mighty  handy! 


Mary  Elizabeth  Perkins 
Perk 


Pen  Staff  2,  3, 
Scholastic  Honors, 


Co-Editor  4; 


Perky  is  a  slim  little  lass, 
All  her  clothes  have  lots  of  class; 
Some  day  a  nurse  she  hopes  to 
be. 

Doing  her  bit  for  humanity. 


Muriel  Iva  Pratt 
Gabby 

Choral  Club  2. 

Gabby  is  small  and  nice  to  know, 
For  she  is  friendly  to  everyone; 
She  has  a  laugh  that  captures 

your  heart, 
Wherever  she  is  there's  lots  of 

fun. 


Satenig  Marie  Sahjian 

Sat 

Pen  Staff  3,  4;  Scholastic  Hon- 
ors; Band  2,  3,  4;  Choral  Club  2. 

Who's  the  student  of  our  class? 
Who's  the  dark  eyed  librarian 
lass  ? 

Who  plays  the  trombone  with 

lots  of  vim? 
It's  our  Sat,  —  cute  and  trim. 

Adolf  Skippar 
Skip 

Adolph  is  the  brawny  type, 
In  hunting  he  does  excel; 
As  the  super-man  of  E.  B.  High, 
Adolph  rings  the  bell! 


David  Onslow  Smith,  3rd 
Smitty 

David  Smith,  our  farmer  boy, 
Is  fond  of  farming  and  cows  and 
horses; 

They   say    it's    at  agricultural 
school 

He'll  take  his  future  courses. 


Stephen  Sebilian 
Twiggy 

Stevie  is  a  carpenter  and  a  ma- 
chinist, too, 

He's  good  at  almost  any  job  he 
starts  to  do; 

With  his  friendly  way  and  his 
skill  in  trade, 

We  know  his  future  will  soon  be 
made. 

Caroline  Marie  Slaney 

Carrie 

Basketball  2,  4. 

In  household  arts  she's  at  her 
best, 

And  she  does  just  swell  at  a  good 

"gab  fest"; 
Our  best  wishes  go  to  Caroline 
We  know  her  good  deeds  will  al- 
ways shine. 

Robert  Nathan  Thomas 

Tommy 

Pen  Staff  2;  President  2,  Ex- 
ecutive Committee  3,  Treasurei 
4;  Scholastic  Honors;  Band  2 
3,  4. 

Tommy  is  our  treasurer, 
To  him  our  dues  we  pay, 
We   wonder   where   our  money 
goes, — 

Could  it  be  for  his  Model  A? 
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William  Edward  Whelan 
Eddie 

Basketball  4. 

A  joke  bursts  out, 
A  roar  of  laughter  follows. 
What's  this  clowning  all  about? 
"It's    Eddie    Whelan,"    we  all 
shout. 


Marjorie  Lois  Wilson 
Margie 

Pen  Staff  2,  3,  4;  Vice-Pres- 
ident 2,  Secretary  4;  Scholastic 
Honors. 

Midget  is  pretty  and  sweet  and 
demure, 

Her  skill    is   like   peaches  and 
cream, 

Her  soft  brown  eyes  are  friendly 
and  kind, 

seniors'  sweetest 


She    is  the 
dream. 
Leo  Zilinsky 


Frederick 

Wings 

Band  2,  3,  4. 

Freddie  is  our  dream  man, 

His  manners  are  so  fine; 

But   the  freshman  girls  ivon't 

give  a  chance 
For  the  senior  girls  to  have  one 

dance! 
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SIGNED,  SEALED  AND  DELIVERED 


We,  the  Class  of  1945, 

of    East  Bridgewater 

High  School,   being  of 

sound  body,  mind,  and 

memory,  do  declare  and 

publish  this  to  be  our 

last  will  and  testament. 

We  hereby  bequeath  our 

worldly  goods  and  pos- 
sessions as  follows : 

Roland  Alger's  quiet 
manner  to  Robert 
Clogston. 

Alice  Balian's  mathe- 
matical mind  to  David 
Mason. 

Bob  Bartlett's  mechanical  ability  to  Roger 
Churbuck. 

Alice  Bouldry's  jitterbug  routine  to  her  sister 
Ruth. 

Carolyn  Burbank's  and  Jean  Nute's  twirling 
batons  to  the  Benson  twins,  Marjorie  and 
Marilyn. 

Donald  Burrell's  classy  sweaters  to  Sonny 
Mondeau. 

Ruthie  Clogston 's  hearty  appetite  to  Chester- 
Hill. 

Florence  Cochrane 's  soap  box  oratory  to  Wil- 
liam Clemons. 

May  Cochrane 's  friendliness  to  Betty  Cook- 
son. 

Melva  Cole's  typing  ability  to  Evelyn  Fra- 
betti. 

Leona  Copeland's  Toll  House  apron  to  Flor- 
ence Morse. 

Connie  Craig's  clarinet  to  Barbara  Lightfoot. 

Lester  Darche's  boogie-woogie  piano  solos  to 
Dorothy  Ferry. 

Luke  DeChambeau's  double  mocha  frappes  to 
Arthur  Mandeville. 

Eddie  Drew's  corny  jokes  to  Norman  Ritchie. 

Eletha  Fuller's  plaid  slacks  to  Virginia  Hat- 
field. 

Eddie  Hooker's  blond  hair  to  Bob  McCarthy. 
Judy  Hunt  's  gusty  sighs  to  Mabel  Leland. 
Bob  Leonard's  smooth  dancing  to  Maynard 
Stetson. 

Donald  MacLeod's  flashy  plaid  ties  and  socks 

to  Bob  White. 
Raymond  Marble's  wavy  red  tresses  to  Chet 

Baker. 


Vangie  McHugh 's  fond- 
ness for  basketball  to 
Fay  Ritchie. 
Alice  Mondeau 's  driving 
licence  to  Alice  Roach. 
Lorra  ine  Mondeau's 
knack  for  getting  into 
her  seat  at   8:14  to 
Carol  Mason. 
Zilpha  Moorhouse's 
notes  in  study  hall  to 
Anna  Wilde. 
Grace  Morse's  tips  at 
Parker's    to  Miona 
Winsor. 

Mary  Perkins'  subtle  humor  to  Robert  Cloud- 
man. 

Harry  Pierce's  G.  I.  haircut  to  John  Howe. 
Muriel  Pratt 's  seat  on  the  6 :10  bus  to  Morris 
Whitman. 

Satenig  Sahjian's  air  mail  stationery  to  Mary 
Fisher. 

Steve  Sebilian's  trips  to  the  machine  shop  to 

George  Sparling. 
Adolf   Skippar's   hunting   ability   to  Pete 

Winsor. 

Caroline   Slaney's   domestic   inclinations  to 

Irene  Battista. 
David  Smith 's  library  books  to  Louis  Forcier. 
Bob  Thomas'  Model  A  Ford  to  Dick  Oakley. 
Eddie  Whelan 's  boisterous  laugh  to  Pep  Nylen. 
Marjorie  Wilson's  dimples  to  Jean  Ewing. 
Fred  Zilinsky's  farming  technique  to  Mary 

Miller. 

To  Mr.  Rondels,  a  less  explosive  chemistry 
class. 

To  Miss  Sullivan,  a  more  punctual  senior  class. 
To  Miss  McNally,  a  more  historically  minded 

history  class. 
To  Mr.   Kurkjian,  a  less  squeaky  clarinet 

section. 

To  Miss  Andrews,  a  new  editorial  staff  for 
tlte  Pen. 

We,  the  Senior  Class,  hereby  sign,  seal, 
and  deliver  this  will  on  the  sixth  day  of 
June,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  nineteen  hun- 
dred and  forty-five,  in  the  presence  of  the 
following  witnesses : 

Thru  Tongsolc 
Ciela  Dounmea 
Yam  Anehoccre 
Dirarde  Norcelh 
Aldond  Llrerub 
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SENIOR  HIT  PARADE 

Prettiest  girl   Grace  Morse 

Handsomest  boy   Robert  Bartlett 

Best  dressed   Mary  Perkins 

Best  "roomed    Luke  DeChambeau 

Best  dancers  Jean  Nute 

Robert  Leonard 

Most  vivacious   May  Cochrane 

Liveliest  boy    Donald  MacLeod 

Wittiest   Mary  Perkins 

Edward  Whelan 

Funniest   Edward  Drew 

Tallest   Evangeline  McHugh 

Donald  McLeod 

Shortest    Constance  Craig 

Stephen  Sebilian 

Nicest  eyes   Florence  Cochrane 

Robert  Thomas 

Nicest  Smile    Florence  Cochrane 

Robert  Thomas 

Friendliest   May  Cochrane 

Edward  Drew 

Date  bait   Grace  Morse 

Robert  Thomas 

Personality  plus   May  Cochrane 

Edward  Drew 

Most  studious   Sateni"-  Sahjian 

Lester  Darche 

Most  Ambitious  Satenig  Sahjian 

Lester  Darche 

Most  likely  to  succeed   Satenig  Sahjian 

Lester  Darche 

Shyest   Marjorie  Wilson 

Edward  Hooker 

Most  mischievous   Judith  Hunt 

Donald  MacLeod 

Most  energetic   Judith  Hunt 

Adolf  Skippar 

Class  gigglers   May  Cochrane 

Edward  Whelan 

Most  flirtatious  May  Cochrane 

Edward  Drew 

Youngest   Florence  Cochrane 

Donald  Burrell 

Oldest   Alice  Bouldry 

Stephen  Sebilian 

Cutest  figure   Eletha  Fuller 

Best  physique    Robert  Bartlett 


Most  musically  inclined  .May  Cochrane 

Lester  Darche 

Most  popular  Jean  Nute 

Robert  Thomas 

Class  orators    Florence  Cochrane 

Edward  Drew 

Heartiest  appetite   Florence  Cochrane 

Robert  Leonard 

Nicest  complexion   Marjorie  Wilson 

Luke  DeChambeau 

Slimmest    Mary  Cochrane 

Donald  MacLeod 
Prettiest  hair  Florence  Cochrane 


SENIOR  CLASS  POLL 

Movie  actor    Gary  Cooper 

Movie  actress   Joan  Leslie 

Dancer  Fred  Astaire 

Band  leader   Harry  James 

Orchestra   Harry  James 

Crooner   Bing  Crosby 

Songstress   Judy  Garland 

Song   There  Goes  That  Song  Again 

Dance  Waltz 

Pastime   Listening  to  music- 
Restaurant  Sandy's 

Beverage    Coke 

Food   Steak 

Car  Chevie 

Book  (fiction)    Jane  Eyre 

Book  (non-fiction)    Brave  Men 

Movie   Stage  Door  Canteen 

Pin-up  girl   Betty  Grable 

Clamour  boy   Van  Johnson 

Branch  of  service   Navy 

Sport   Swimming- 
Flower   Rose 

Quotation   "Charge!"' 

Magazine  Life 

Toothpaste   Colgate's 

Class   English 

Comedian   Bob  Hope 

Comedienne   Joan  Davis 

News  commentator   Lowell  Thomas 

Radio  Program   Hit  Parade 

Toilet  soap    Lux 

Soda  fountain  special    Mocha  frappe 


AH, THOSE  SLIPP7  DAYS  OF  FEB/ 
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OUR  "MARTYRED"  YOUTH 

The  youth  of  America  is  today  working  on 
a  full  time  basis.  The  young  people  "roan 
about  their  school  work,  but  don't  think  of 
giving  up  their  jobs.  "Why  should  we  give 
up  our  jobs?"',  they  say.  "We're  helping  the 
war  effort. ' '  But  is  it  really  a  feeling  of 
patriotism  or  a  feeling  of  independence  that 
they  are  exercising? 

Today,  America's  youth  grows  up  fast; 
they  leap  from  childhood  to  adulthood  with 
a  speed  that  is  alarming  tbe  nation.  But 
there's  a  war  on,  and  I  suppose  that  is  one 
of  the  conditions  a  nation  at  war  must  face. 

There  are  two  types  of  students,  the  con- 
scientious and  the  not  so  conscientious.  First 
is  the  conscientious  type,  the  typical  school 
girl.  She  works  every  afternoon  and  Satur- 
days. She  stays  in  practically  every  evening 
and  does  her  homework.  Then  along  comes  a 
soldier.  He  has  a  few  days  furlough,  and 
after  that,  who  knows.  The  girl  likes  the 
soldier,  so  every  night  after  work  they  either 
go  to  a  show  or  spend  the  evening  at  her  home. 
It  wouldn't  happen  —  going  out  every  even- 
ing —  except  that  after  his  furlough  she  may 
not  see  him  again,  and  there's  so  little  time. 
She  tries  to  squeeze  her  homework  in,  in  a  few 
spare  moments ;  this  results  in  a  lowering  of 
her  grades.  But,  after  all,  she  is  working 
every  day,  and  Jimmie  has  only  a  few  days. 
She's  young  and  human.  Can't  she  have  any 
fun  at  all? 

Next  is  the  not  so  conscientious  type,  a 
typical  boy  student.    The  teachers  complain 


about  a  lowering  of  the  school  grades,  and 
some  of  the  parents  moan  over  the  fact  that 
Johnny  is  growing  up  so  fast  that  they  can't 
do  a  thing  with  him.  They  don't  want  to  say 
anything  to  .Johnny  because  he  goes  into  the 
service  in  a  few  months,  and  they  may  never 
see  him  again.  That  's  true  —  shockingly  true. 
But  what  of  the  Johnny  who  does  come  back  ? 

So  it  goes,  our  "martyred"  youth  doing  its 
bit  to  help  win  the  war  and  carrying  on 
its  life  at  school  at  the  same  time.  For  some 
this  double  time  job  is  a  good  thing;  it  builds 
character  by  giving  added  responsibility.  For 
others  the  responsibility  is  too  great  to  be 
carried.  The  entire  blame  cannot  be  placed 
on  the  young  people,  nor  should  it  rest  on  the 
the  shoulders  of  the  parents.  This  condition 
probably  existed  in  the  last  war,  and  it  will 
undoubtedly  exist  if  there  is  another. 

Mary  Perkins.  '45 


GRADUATION 

Once  again,  as  graduation  time  rolls 
around,  high  school  seniors  all  over  the  United 
States  are  saying-  their  adieux  to  their  schools 
and  the  happy  school  days  which  only  too  soon 
will  become  just  memories. 

Although  to  the  underclassmen  the  seniors 
seem  lucky  and  look  particularly  happy  about 
graduation,  among  the  seniors  themselves  this 
word  "'graduation"  starts  them  to  thinking. 
No  longer  will  they  be  a  part  of  this  school, 
its  rooms,  its  corridors,  and.  more  important, 
its  Life.  Coming  back  later  for  a  visit,  they 
will  feel  strange  in  the  environment  of  new 
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students.  No  longer  will  they  talk  about  the 
latest  news  of  who  likes  wrhom,  the  victories 
and  defeats  of  the  basketball  team,  the  newest 
jokes,  happenings  in  class,  or  the  joy  of  miss- 
ing a  subject  for  an  assembly.  No  longer  will 
they  be  held  together  by  their  common  bond, 
high  school.  They  will  separate  as  individuals, 
some  going  on  to  further  schooling,  others 
working,  and  in  these  days,  many  going  off 
to  war.  Probably  all  of  them  will  never  be 
together  in  one  place  again. 

Yes,  the  word  "graduation"  does  make  a 
senior  think,  as  the  twelve  years  of  study, 
fun,  friendships,  and  school  activities  blend 
into  rich  memories. 

Satenig  Sahjian,  '45 


IT'S  MY  TURN  NOW 

For  four  long  years,  each  graduation  night, 

I  sat  in  the  orchestra  pit, 

And  with  longing  heart  wished  that  I  might 

Be  eligible  to  sit 

Up  on  the  platform. 

Now,  after  four  long  years, 

My  wish  has  suddenly  come  true. 

When  June  rolls  around  again  this  year, 

I'll  be  graduating  too, 

Up  on  the  platform. 

Satenig  Sahjian,  '45 


REMEMBER? 

June  2,  1950 

Dear  Ruth, 

As  I  was  cleaning  out  my  desk  this  morn- 
ing,  some  old  algebra  papers,  a  science  essay 
we  had  to  write  as  seniors,  and  a  history  note- 
book which  I  found  took  my  thoughts  back  to 
high  school.  Remember  those  days  at  good 
old  E.  B.  High? 

Do  you  remember  our  last  day  in  soph- 
omore Latin  class?  We  really  had  quite  a 
party,  with  our  tonic,  popcorn,  doughnuts, 
pickles,  peanuts,  and  candy.  We  did  the 
same  in  biology  class,  with  one  exception,  - — 
that  breathless  moment  when  Mr.  Ootschall 
came  into  the  room  and  everyone  hid  the  food 
in  the  nearest  pocket,  desk  or  book !  Whew ! 
that  was  a  close  shave ! 

And  remember  that  day  in  French  class 


when  we  dramatized  scenes  from  Le  Voyage 
de  M.  Perrichon?  You  were  dressed  as  a 
soldier,  Flossie  as  a  dashing  young  man,  Alice 
as  a  sweet  adolescent,  Eddie  and  I  stuffed  witli 
pillows  to  represent  M.  and  Madame  Perri- 
chon, and  Brady  with  his  cardboard  mustache. 
How  much  fun  we  had  doing  it  for  the  soph- 
omores and  dressing  up  again  the  next  day  to 
pose  for  Pen  pictures! 

And  do  you  remember  the  Pen  programs 
we  gave  over  the  broadcasting  system?  I'll 
never  forget  the  fun  we  had  rehearing  them, 
nor  the  programs  themselves,  when  one  of 
us  forgot  to  come  in  on  the  song,  or  the  sound 
effects  failed  to  convey  an  idea  to  the  audi- 
ence. I  still  can  hear  "Student's  Pen, 
Student's  Pen,"  ringing  in  my  ears  to  the 
tune  of  a  Super  Suds  song. 

Although  I  Ve  been  to  the  opera  many  times 
since  that  Saturday  in  February  in  our  senior 
year,  I  haven't  forgotten  my  first  visit  to  the 
opera.  Do  you  remember  the  last  scene  when 
the  tenor  stepped  on  Yioletta 's  gown  and  she 
couldn't  walk  away?  And  remember  the  very 
practical  use  we  made  of  the  opera  glasses 
looking  at  those  cute  sailors  in  the  first  balcony 
before  the  opera  started? 

I  could  go  on  for  hours  about  the  experi- 
ments in  lab  when  you  had  to  do  most  of  the 
work  because  I  was  afraid  something  would 
pop ;  the  hours  of  studying  we  did  for  tests ; 
the  banquet  at  Monponsett ;  the  heaven-sent 
day  off  from  school  the  day  after  Bibs  Bart- 
lett 's  party ;  the  shaky  voices  and  weak  knees 
we  had  in  English  class  during  our  public 
speaking  courses ;  the  hours  of  fun  in  band ; 
our  junior  prom ;  the  dances  sponsored  by  the 
senior  boys  and  senior  girls;  the  comparison 
of  algebra,  Latin,  French,  and  history  papers ; 
the  latest  news  of  who  liked  whom ;  and,  of 
course,  the  endless  notes  we  wrote. 

Yes,  these  old  papers  do  bring  back  mem- 
ories, memories  that  will  always  live  in  my 
heart. 

Nostalgically  yours, 
Satenig 
Satenig  Sahjian,  '45 
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STUDENT'S  PEN  STAFF 


Seated,  left  to  right:  Betty  Cookson,  Constance 
Craig,  Leona  Copeland,  Marjorie  Wilson,  Co-Editors 
Mary  Perkins,  Florence  Cochrane  and  Judith  Hunt, 
Business  Manager  Lester  Darche,  Alice  Mondeau, 
Satenig  Sahjian,  Eletha  Fuller,  Lorraine  Mondeau, 
Zilpha  Moorhouse. 

Second  Row:  Carolyn  Burbank,  Mabel  Leland, 
Dorothy  Ferry,  Barbara  Lightfoot,  Alice  Bouldry, 
Ruth  Clogston,  Evangeline  McHugh,  Constance 
Glover,  Shirley  Lothrop,  Marjorie  Hooker,  Virginia 
Hatfield,  Evelyn  Frabetti,  Mary  Fisher,  Meredith 
Winsor,  Carol  Mason. 

Back  Row:  John  Howe,  William  Clemons,  Har- 
old Nylen,  David  Mason,  Norman  Ritchie,  Allan 
Belcher,  Robert  Clogston,  Francis  Currie,  Louis 
Forcier,  Robert  Cloudman. 


SCHOLASTIC 
HONOR 
STUDENTS 

Seated,  left  to  righi 
Eletha  Fuller 
Satenig  Sahjian 
Alice  Mondeau 
Mary  Perkins 
Judith  Hunt 
Marjorie  Wilson 

Standing 
Robert  Thomas 
Alice  Bouldry 
Ruth  Clogston 
Lester  Darche 
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GIRLS' 
BASKETBALL 
TEAM 

Seated,  left  to  right 
Irene  Battista 
Mary  Miller 
Evangel. ne  McHugh 
Fay  Ritchie 
Anne  Miller 
Shirley  Wheaton 

Standing 
Carolyn  Slaney 
Beverly  McKenney 
Alice  Bouldrv 
Carol  Hatfield 
Carol  Pratt 
Shirley  Lothrop 


SENIOR 
CLASS  OFFICERS 

Left  to  right:  Marjorie 
Wilson,  Robert  Thomas,  May 
Cochrane,  Eletha  Fuller. 


BOYS' 
BASKETBALL 
TEAM 

Seated,  left  to  right 
Clifford  Hopkins 
Richard  Ortenzi 
Coach,  Joseph  F. 

Morey 
John  Howe 
Edward  Roach 
Richard  Oakley 

Standing 
Arthur  Mandeville 
Bedford  Wheaton 
G-orge  Patt 
Allan  Belcher 
Robert  White 
Louis  Forcier 
Philip  Darche 
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THE  RETURN 

Mary  Perkins,  'i.-J 

The  figure  of  a  girl  was  seen  hurrying 
across  the  street.  Her  coat  was  open  and 
blowing  about  her  slim  legs,  and  her  hair  was 
being  tossed  in  an  unruly  mass  over  her  head. 
A  blank  bewildered  look  contorted  her  beauti- 
ful face.  She  walked  quickly,  breaking  into 
a  run  at  times,  not  as  it'  sbe  had  a  definite 
destination  in  mind,  but  rather  as  if  she 
were  trying  to  escape  from  some  unseen 
peril.  She  seemed  not  to  mind  that  the  after- 
noon was  dam])  and  foggy  and  that  a  drizzling 
rain  was  falling  which  melted  the  last  few 
traces  of  snow  and  left  the  ground  cold  and 
bare,  as  cold  and  bare  as  the  space  that  should 
have  been  occupied  by  Kathy  Nelson's  heart. 

People  stopped,  looked  after  her  fleeing 
form,  and  then  turned  away  again  muttering 
to  themselves.  But  how  could  these  people 
who  went  so  smugly  about  their  own  business 
know  of  the  emptiness  in  Kathy 's  heart?  They 
had  not  experienced  Kathy 's  hurt. 

All  her  brief  life  Kathy  bad  known  little 
happiness.  From  early  childhood  her  mem- 
ories consisted  of  seeing  her  father  come 
home  intoxicated  night  after  night,  until  one 
day  he  stepped  in  front  of  a  truck  and  was 
instantly  killed.  After  that  her  mother  wasted 
away  until  she,  too,  passed  on.  Kathy,  at  the 
age  of  seventeen,  was  left  to  shift  for  herself. 

Instinctively  she  feared  and  distrusted  all 
men  because  of  the  memory  of  her  father. 
Then  one  day  all  that  was  changed.  She  met 


Donald  Nelson,  a  soldier  who  was,  like  her- 
self, all  alone  in  the  world.  She  and  Don 
tell  in  love  almost  at  first  sight,  lie  bad  only 
a  seven  day  leave,  and  four  of  the  precious 
days  were  already  gone.  They  spent  every 
moment  of  those  three  remaining  days  to- 
gether, and  when  Don  had  to  return  to  camp, 
they  both  felt  that  they  were  made  for  each 
other.  When  Don  asked  her,  Kathy  promised 
to  wait  for  him,  and  they  decided  to  be  mar- 
ried on  Don's  next  leave. 

Kathy  heard  nothing  from  Don  for  five  long 
lonely  days,  but  at  last  a  phone  call  came.  "I 
have  a  seventy-two  hour  pass  coming,  Kathy. 
Could  you  meet  me  at  Midtown?" 

Kathy  left  immediately  to  meet  Don.  They 
were  married  at  Midtown  in  a  simple  cere- 
mony with  the  minister's  wife  and  daughter 
as  witnesses.  The  honeymoon  wasn't  much, 
just  two  days  in  a  trailer  camp,  but  those 
were  the  happiest  forty-eight  hours  of  Kathy 's 
life. 

Don  left  then  to  go  back  to  camp,  and  Kathy 
returned  to  her  job.  Don's  battalion  shipped 
out  just  three  days  later,  and  Kathy  was  once 
again  alone  in  the  world  except  for  the  letters 
that  came  regularly  three  times  a  week.  Kathy 
lived  for  the  moment  when  she  could  go  up  to 
her  room  at  night  and  take  out  Don's  latest 
letter  to  read  and  reread.  Each  night  she 
wrote  a  letter  telling  all  of  the  day's  happen- 
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ings,  not  to  mention  the  Pact  of  how  much  she 
missed  Don  and  loved  him. 

One  day,  instead  of  the  usual  envelope  in 
Don's  handwriting,  there  was  a  yellow  en- 
velope from  the  War  Department  addressed 
to  Mrs.  Donald  Nelson.  Kathy's  heart  skipped 
a  beat  as  with  trembling  fingers  she  tore 
open  the  letter.  "We  regret  to  inform  you 
that  your  husband,  Sergeant  Donald  Nelson, 
has  been  reported  missing  in  action.  Details 
will  follow. 

"Missing  in  action,  missing  in  action." 
the  words  beat  over  and  over  in  Kathy's  mind. 
Not  Don,  not  her  Don  who  had  promised  her 
his  return!  Yet  the  telegram  was  there,  the 
print  didn't  lie. 

For  days  Kathy  went  about  her  duties  like 
an  automaton,  realizing  nothing  except  the 
the  fact  that  Donald  was  gone.  Why  must  she 
who  had  had  so  little  from  life  be  deprived 
of  this  happiness  she  had  at  last  found? 

One  night  after  sitting  in  her  lonely  room 
for  hours,  Kathy  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
She  went  out  into  the  fog  and  rain  trying  to 
shut  out  the  words  that  pounded  at  her  brain. 
Now  she  was  wandering  about,  seeing  no  one, 
nor  feeling  the  drive  of  the  rain  on  her  face. 
Finally  she  turned  back,  back  to  the  four  walls 
that  were  her  home.  She  mounted  the  stairs 
with  dragging  feet  and  from  sheer  force  of 
habit  looked  into  the  mail  box.  Another  tel- 
egram, probably  the  details  promised  by  the 
War  Department.  She  opened  the  door,  threw 
the  unopened  telegram  on  a  table,  and  flung 
herself  on  the  bed.  almost  immediately  falling 
into  a  restless  sleep. 

When  she  awoke  a  few  hours  later  and 
reached  out  to  put  on  the  light,  her  groping 
hand  came  in  contact  with  the  unopened  tele- 
gram still  lying  where  she  had  thrown  it.  A 
few  hours'  sleep  having  cleared  her  mind, 
Kathy  picked  up  the  envelope  to  read  the 
details.  As  she  opened  it,  she  pictured  in  her 
mind  the  blunt,  impersonal  message  that  the 
War  Department  would  be  likely  to  send.  She 
read  the  short  message  over,  and  her  heart 
leaped  as  she  finally  realized  that  the  print 
really  said,  "My  darling,  only  a  slight  wound. 
Am  returning  home  as  I  promised  you.  I 
love  you.  Don." 


TURFSIDE  HUMOR 

The  other  day,  I  had  a  very  interesting  talk 
with  a  typical  New  Englander.  A  son  of 
a  farmer  and  a  farmer  himself,  he  devotes 
his  time  to  his  life's  love,  horses.  A  crack 
rider,  an  ace  judge,  as  well  as  a  first-class 
trainer  of  these  beautiful  beasts,  he  has  spent 
the  biggest  part  of  his  life  with  them. 

During  our,  or  rather,  his  talk,  he  told  me 
many  humorous  anecdotes. 

For  instance,  he  "remembers  the  time" 
when  he  played  polo  in  the  National  Guard 
Armory  in  Boston,  during  the  winter  indoor 
polo  season.  On  one  memorable  evening,  he 
had  lead  position  in  the  breath-taking  and 
thunderous  charge  on  the  ball.  As  he  swung 
his  mallet  and  hit  it.  the  inflated  rubber  sphere 
did  one  of  its  queer  tricks.  Instead  of  flying 
down  the  field  as  everyone  had  anticipated, 
it  followed  the  handle  of  the  mallet  upward, 
and,  muddy  as  it  was,  hit  the  racing  horseman 
full  in  the  face.  The  crowd,  expecting  another 
long  drive  from  him,  as  usually  resulted  when 
he  hit  the  ball,  found  a  great  deal  of  glee  in 
his  awkward  predicament.  Their  laughter 
shook  the  rafters. 

Another  time  he  saw  a  fellow  player  lean 
far  over  his  horse's  shoulder  and  swing  his 
mallet  across  the  horse's  chest,  to  hit  the  ball 
sideways.  He  hit  the  ball  well  enough,  but  on 
the  follow-through,  the  flexible  handle  of  the 
mallet  curled  neatly  around  the  horse's  neck, 
and  the  mallet  head  rapped  him  smartly  on 
the  top  of  his  helmet.  The  resulting  hollow 
"clunk"  was  quickly  drowned  out  by  the 
crowd 's  laughter. 

He  told  me  of  the  time  he  rode  a  borrowed 
horse,  a  highly  trained  and  expensive  polo 
pony.  All  through  the  game,  this  horse  turned 
and  spun  so  quickly  upon  receiving  the  proper 
signal,  that  even  he,  an  ace  rider,  was  moment- 
arily thrown  off  balance.  In  close,  furious 
scrambles  for  the  ball,  the  horse  crowded  and 
blocked  so  quickly  and  well  that  many  a  rider 
was  nearly  unseated. 
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Yes,  this  farmer,  whose  love  for  horses 
can  plainly  he  seen,  certainly  conld  tell  an 
interesting  story.  I  was  spellbound  for  many 
an  hour  by  his  tales,  for  here  was  a  man  who 
knew  nothing  of  the  formal  styles  of  story 
telling,  but  whose  tales  rank,  in  my  opinion, 
with  the  best  of  the  literary  world. 

W.  Clemoxs,  '46 


DARBY  AND  JOAN 

Just  between  us, 
I'm  no  Venus, 
And  you  are  no  Adonis; 
But  never  the  less, 
We  must  confess, 
That  love  did  come  upon  us. 
Judith  Hunt,  '45 


LOVES  NOBLE  HEART 

We  met, 

You  stayed 

And  did  implore  me 

To  kiss; 

We  parted, 

You  laid  your  heart  before  me. 

I  took  your  heart 
And  locked  it 
Deep  within  my  own, 
Waiting, 

Waiting  for  the  day 

When  you'll  be  coming  home. 

J.  L.  H. 


GOOD-BYE 

"Good-bye"  —  that  word  is  full  of  meaning; 
It  says,  "Good  luck,  Godspeed  my  friend." 
It  may  mean  shattered  hopes  careening 
Down  to  earth,  or  "Please  God,  send 
My  loved  one  back  to  me." 

"Good-bye"  —  it  can  be  filled  with  tenderness, 
emotion, 

Or  passed  off  lighty  with  a  flippant  air 
To  hide  the  real  deep  sense  of  true  devotion 
With  an  outward  smile  and  an  inner  silent  prayer, 
"Please,  God,  send  him  back  to  me." 

"Good-bye,  my  dear,  the  time  has  come  to  go. 
Ah!    Must  you  leave?    Are   you  sure  it  isn't 
wrong? 

I'll  see  you  soon.   'Til  then  I'll  miss  you  so. 
Go  quickly  now!   Perhaps  it's  not  'Good-bye'  but 
just 

'So  long.'  " 

Mary  Perkins,  '45 


AMONG  THE  POSTMARKS 

My  mother  has  a  hobby  that  is  both  inter- 
esting and  fun.  It  is  collecting  unusual  post- 
marks !  These  postmarks  can  be  put  into  story 
form.  Just  for  fun  let  us  imagine  that  we  are 
grown  up  and  are  revisiting  our  childhood 
home. 

Walking  down  a  shady  street  under  an  arch 
of  Willow  (Ark.)  Trees  (La.),  we  came  upon 
a  white  colonial  Home  (Kans. ).  number 
Eighty-Eight  (Ky. )  Laurel  (Md.)  Street. 
By  the  gate  stood  the  old  Painted  Post  (N.  Y.) 
where  Dad  (Wyo.)  used  to  hitch  his  horse. 
Passing  through  the  Gateway  (Ark.)  we 
walked  up  the  Cement  (Okla.)  path  which 
was  hordered  by  small  Gardens  (Calif.)  of 
Carnation  (Wash.),  Primrose  (Iowa),  Ver- 
bena (Ala.).  Phlox  (Wis),  and  Daisy  (Ark.) 
plants.  On  the  porch  steps  flanked  by  beauti- 
1  nl  Rhododendron  (Ore.)  and  Snowball 
(Ark.)  shrubs,  lay  a  Sleepy 'Eyed  (Mich.) 
Angora  (Xeb.)  cat. 

The  early  morning  sun  was  filled  with  the 
songs  of  the  Goldfinch  (Tex.),  Robin  (Idaho), 
and  the  Oriole  (Md.).  In  answer  to  our 
knock,  one  of  the  two  Sisters  (Ore.)  received 
us  with  a  hearty  Welcome  (La.),  invited  us 
in,  and  served  a  breakfast  of  Toast  (N.  C), 
Coffe  (Va.).  and  Pep  (X.  Mex.).  Partaking 
of  this  kind  hospitality  our  eyes  took  in  the 
familiar  Couch  (Mo.),  piano,  and  Cabinet 
(Idaho)  where  grandmother  kept  her  Cabinet 
(Kans.)  China  (Me.).  It  brought  to  our 
minds  the  many  Christmas  (Fla.)  festivities 
with  a  lighted  Candle  (Alaska)  in  every  win- 
dow and  the  Mistletoe  (Ky.)  and  Holly 
(Mich.)  over  the  mantle  and  doorways.  The 
Chilly  (Idaho)  entrance  of  Dr.  Phillips  (Fla.) 
impersonating  Santa  Claus  (Ind.)  into  our 
home  Sweet  Home  (Ore.)  always  was  the 
Climax  ( Penn. )  of  the  Holliday  ( Tex. ) . 

After  breakfast,  our  hostess  bade  us  in- 
vestigate the  familiar  unused  red  barn.  Xear 
the  entrance  was  the  same  Yellowjacket 
(Colo.)  nest  that  it  always  used  to  be  our  un- 
fortunate luck  to  disturb.  The  rusty  Hay- 
fork (Calif.)  covered  the  Spider  (Ky.)  webs, 
and  the  old  Pitchfork  (Wyo.)  stood  in  the 
corner.   These  were  the  remains  of  years  gone 
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by.  The  only  sound  was  the  occasional  soft 
coo  of  a  Pigeon  (Mich.)  in  the  loft,  or  the 
scurry  of  a  stray  Rat  (Mo.)  across  the  barn 
floor.  The  Hayfield,  (Minn.)  behind  the  barn 
was  lush  and  Greene  (Me.)  with  an  occasional 
Bumble  Bee  (Ariz.)  gathering  honey  from 
the  Clover  (S.  C).  We  went  into  the  Orchard 
( W.  Va. )  and  sat  under  a  pear  tree  sweet  with 
the  fragrance  of  the  Pearblossom  (Calif.),  to 
gaze  on  the  veritable  Paradise  (Ariz.)  about 
us,  and  Toweep  (Ariz.)  for  our  Happy  (Tex.) 
childhood  days  Ion"'  lost. 

The  faint  tinkle  of  a  Bell  (Mo.)  summoned 
us  to  a  luncheon  of  fried  Chicken  (Alaska), 
Cucumber  (\V.  Va.)  and  Tomato  (Ark.)  salad, 
and  Pine  Apple  (Ala.)  Pie  (W.  Va.).  The 
Radio  (Mont.)  was  turned  on  to  the  great 
Uildersleeve  (Conn.). 

After  a  pleasant  afternoon  we  said  Good- 
night (Okla.)  to  our  hostess,  Blessing  (Tex.) 
her  for  a  happy  day.  The  odor  of  Gasoline 
(Tex.)  brought  us  out  of  our  reverie,  as  a 
bus  had  arrived.  We  got  on  and  were  cour- 
teously given  seats  by  a  gallant  Soldier  ( Iowa ) 
and  Bluejacket  (Okla.).  The  driver  drove 
carefully,  as  he  thought  it  Naugfrright  (N.  J.) 
to  have  an  Accident  (Md.).  We  finally  ar- 
rived after  our  Eight  Mile  (Ore.)  trip  to 
Horse  Heaven  (Ore.). 

Dorothy  Hopkins,  '47 


A  NIGHT  TO  REMEMBER 

Jeanne  sat  gazing  at  herself  in  her  dressing 
table  mirror,  her  chin  in  her  hand.  Her  eyes 
were  starry  and  shining,  but  she  wasn't  really 
looking  at  herself:  she  was  dreaming  of  the 
dance  she  had  been  to  that  evening.  Oh.  what 
a  wonderful  time  she  had  had ;  In  a  beautiful 
blue  evening  gown  she  had  attended  her  first 
formal. 

She  was  quite  old  now  —  fiften  —  so  her 
father  had  at  last  allowed  her  to  go  to  a 
dance  with  the  boy  next  door.  Jimmy  had 
been  so  nonchalant  when  he  asked  her. 

"Would  you  eare  to  go  to  the  Senior  Prom 
with  me?"  he  asked  looking  at  her  sideways, 
hands  thrust  deep  in  his  pockets. 


She  wanted  to  shout  "Yes!  Ves!  I'd  love 
to!"  But  instead  she  shrugged  her  shoulders, 
and  trying  very  hard  to  look  bored  and  sophis- 
ticated, she  said,  "Why,  I  guess  so.  I  haven  t 
anything  else  to  do." 

She  was  trying  to  imitate  Thelma  Ranfield 
who  was  the  type  of  girl  who  started  in  the 
seventh  grade  to  wear  lipstick  and  go  out  with 
boys.  All  the  girls  scoffed  at  her  among  them- 
selves, but  in  reality  each  one  envied  her. 
envied  her  manner,  and  envied  the  grownup 
clothes  she  wore. 

On  the  night  of  the  dance,  when  the  door- 
bell rang,  Jeanne  was  giving  her  nose  a  final 
dusting  and  anxiously  looking  at  herself  in 
her  bedroom  mirror.  She  became  excited  and 
said  to  her  mother,  "Do  you  think  I  ought  to 
wait  ten  or  fifteen  minutes  before  I  go  down "? 
Thelma  says  never  seem  too  eager." 

With  an  arch  smile  her  mother  replied, 
"No,  dear,  I'm  sure  James  will  think  none 
the  less  of  you  if  you're  on  time." 

So  Jeanne  went  out  to  the  landing  and 
seemed  to  float  down  the  stairs  in  her  lovely 
»own.  Jimmy  was  waiting  for  her  in  the  hall 
below.  Holding  out  a  box,  he  stammered. 
" I-uh-I-uh -brought  you-uh-uh  Here!" 

"Why,  Jimmy,  What  a  beautiful  gardenia  ! 
Oh,  thank  you." 

Jimmy  kept  looking  at  her  as  she  pinned 
on  her  flower.  "Gee,  you  look  pretty!"  he 
said  blushing. 

And  Jeanne  shyly  answered,  "I  never  saw 
you  Looking  so  handsome  either." 

Oil.  what  a  wonderful  time  she  had  had  at 
the  dance  !  All  the  boys  had  asked  her  to  dance 
more  than  they  had  asked  Thelma,  much  to 
Jimmy's  disgust.  On  top  of  everything  else 
she  had  received  her  first  kiss  that  night  from 
Jimmy.    What  a  lovely  place  the  world  was! 

And  now  Jeanne  yawned  and  sighed  as  her 
mother  called,  "For  heaven's  sake.  Jeanne, 
put  out  the  lights  and  go  to  sleep! 

Who  would  ever  dream  of  sleeping  after 
such  an  exciting  night?  Preposterous!  Two 
minutes  later  she  was  sound  asleep  and  dream- 
ing in  the  land  of  Winkum.  Blinkum,  and  Nod. 

Rosemary  Brady.  '47 
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THE  BOY  WHO  DIDN'T  PASS 


Judith  Hunt,  '45 


The  small  dejected  lookhi"  little  boy 
plodded  slowly  along  a  dusty  dirt  road.  It 
was  a  warm  summer  day,  and  the  heat  shim- 
mered on  the  leaves  of  the  trees.  A  hot-bug 
whistled  a  long  shrill  whine,  making  the  day 
seem  even  warmer.  The  boy  left  a  low  Lying 
trail  of  dust  along  the  road  behind  him.  His 
little  shoulders  were  rounded  is  it'  there  lay 
upon  them  a  heavy  load.  His  face  was  grimy, 
and  a  frown  passed  across  his  forehead.  There 
could  be  seen  plainly  the  paths  where  two 
tears  had  coursed  down  his  cheeks.  His  dun- 
garees were  patched,  and  his  shirt  was  worn 
and  threadbare  at  the  elbows  and  collar. 

Jimmy  wasn't  at  all  happy.  Behind  him, 
he  could  still  hear  the  laughter  and  playful 
screams  of  his  school  chums.  They  were 
happy,  today  of  all  days.  For  this  was  the 
day  that  school  ended  for  the  year,  and  the 
summer  began. 

Humph,  it  wouldn't  be  much  of  a  vacation 
for  him.  He'd  go  home  and  do  all  the  work 
of  a  hired  man:  milking,  haying,  hoeing, — 
it  made  him  tired  to  think  of  it.  The  whole 
affair  wouldn't  be  so  bad  but  his  teacher  had 
told  him  to  do  a  lot  of  extra  studying.  Gee, 
the  awful  thing  had  finally  happened.  He 
hadn't  passed!  All  those  'rithmetic  problems, 
and  spellin'  words.  He  just  didn't  have  time 
to  do  them,  what  with  helping  on  the  farm  an' 
all.  Why,  imc  day  at  school  he'd  even  fallen 
fast  asleep  at  his  desk,  and  all  the  kills  laughed 
at  him  and  the  teacher  scolded. 

He'd  show  Pa  his  report  card,  and  Pa 
would  rave  somethin'  terrible.  He  would  be 
able  to  stand  a  whippin';  he  had  for  his  whole 
nine  years.  But  Ma  would  console  him  and 
give  him  a  piece  of  apple  pie.  Her  pie  was 
wonderful!  And  then  she  would  tell  him  in 
her  soft  way  that  it  was  all  right,  and  he  would 
have  to  try  hard  the  next  year.  She  would 
smooth  his  forehead  and  pat  his  hands  with 
her  own  work-worn  ones. 

He  thought  of  these  things  as  he  trudged 
along,  figuring  whether  to  take  the  short  cut 
home  and  get  the  ordeal  over  with,  or  to  linger 


along  the  highway  and  delay  it.  Either  of  these 
courses  would  be  bad  enough.  He  wondered 
if  Pa  was  in  one  of  his  black  moods,  as  he  often 
was  on  a  hot  day  when  things  went  wrong.  If 
he  was,  it  meant  that  Jimmy  would  have  to 
select  the  weapon  for  his  punishment.  And 
he  could  not  decide  upon  the  leather  strap  or 
the  birch  whip  that  would  sting.  Even  now 
he  could  feel  the  tingling  atzainst  his  legs. 

He  failed  to  notice  the  muffled  clop,  clop, 
clop  of  a  horse  behind  him.  As  the  buggy  drew 
alongside,  he  was  hailed  by  an  elderly  man 
wearing  a  black  suit,  a  wide  brimmed  black 
hat,  and  a  string  tie.  Jimmy  recognized  him 
as  Judge  Weatherby. 

"Hi  there,  Jimmy  Meaeham,  want  a  ride! 
Pretty  hot  for  you  to  be  walking  today.  I 'm 
going  right  by  your  house." 

Jimmy  would  be  proud  to  ride  with  the 
judge  in  his  handsome  little  buggy.  It  had 
bright  red  wheels  and  red  upholstery.  And 
standing  in  the  whipsocket  was  a  fine  whip 
with  a  red  bow,  although  Jimmy  had  never 
seen  the  judge  use  the  whip  on  Nellie,  his  little 
dappled  gray  mare. 

"What's  the  matter,  Jimmy?"  The  judge 
looked  down  on  him  in  his  pleasant  jovial 
manner. 

"You  look  pretty  downhearted.  Lost  your 
last  friend?  Well,  this  is  the  last  day  of 
school,  and  you've  got  the  whole  summer 
ahead  of  you  packed  smack-dab  full  of  fun." 

Jimmy  didn 't  want  the  judge  to  see  the 
teal's  that  were  brimming  over  his  eyes.  He 
quickly  wiped  them  away  with  his  already 
tear-stained  sleeve,  and  said, 

"Aw,  I  didn't  pass.  I  guess  I'll  be  pretty 
dumb  and  never  amount  to  much.  That's 
what  Pa  will  say  when  he  finds  out." 
The  Judge  thought  a  moment  and  then  said, 
"Well  now,  Jimmy,  I  guess  stayin'  back  in 
the  fifth  grade  isn't  so  all-fired  important.  It 
doesn't  mean  that  the  rest  of  your  life  you'll 
be  pointed  out  as  the  "Boy  that  didn't  pass." 
Why,  next  fall  when  you  go  back  to  the  fifth 
grade  you  can  study  hard  and  be  at  the  head 
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of  your  class.  And  you  might  even  graduate 
with  honors  some  day  if  you  try  hard  enough. 

They  were  reaching  the  Meacliam  farm, 
and  Jimmy's  thoughts  strayed  up  to  the  house 
and  his  father;  the  Judge's  voice  faded  into 
the  background. 

Would  he  be  able  to  make  Pa  see  his  side 
'afore  he  laid  the  whip  on  Jimmy?  Maybe 
Pa  would  let  up  on  Jimmy's  work  and  let  him 
study.  But  it  would  be  hard  studying,  too, 
when  he  might  be  at  the  swimming  hole  after 
a  hot  day's  work. 

" — and  I'll  let  you  in  on  a  secret,"  the 
Judge  was  saying.  "When  I  was  a  little 
tike  of  ten,  I  didn't  pass  either,  but  I  tried 
again,  and  I  succeeded  pretty  well." 

As  Jimmy  started  to  leave,  the  Judge  laid 
his  hand  on  Jimmy's  small  shoulder.  They 
looked  at  each  other,  man  to  man.  There  was 
a  twinkle  in  the  Judge's  eye  that  Jimmy  was 
long  to  remember.  He  jumped  down  and 
started  up  the  path. 

' '  Don 't  forget,  Jimmy.   Try  hard  ! ' ' 

"I  won't  forget,  Judge!"  he  called  back. 

As  he  climbed  the  hill  he  thought,  I  '11  make 
good.  Why  I 'm  almost  a  man  now.  I  '11  pass 
next  year  at  the  head  of  my  class,  and  I'll  be 
as  important  as  the  judge  someday.  But  I 
sure  hope  Pa 's  in  a  good  mood  ! ' ' 


MY  COMPANION 

Beneath  the  apple  tree  so  gay, 
Whose  bursting  buds  are  in  wild  array, 
There  is  a  stone  which  marks  the  place 
Of  my  small  dog's  last  resting  place. 

No  more  I'll  hear  his  proud,  sharp  bark 
As  he  escorted  me  home  through  the  dark. 
No  more  will  he  come  to  meet  me  from  school, 
Which  was  quite  again  t  my  father's  rule. 
Never  more  will  he  chase  the  garden  rake, 
Which  made  me  so  angry  I'd  give  him  a  shake. 
Never  more  will  he  jump  upon  my  bed 
And  into  the  pillow  bury  his  head. 
No  more  when  I  go  skating  will 
He  tumble  after  me  down  the  hill. 

But  with  all  these  things  I'll  never  part, 
Because  I  keep  them  in  my  heart. 

Jean  Nix,  '48 


SKYWARD 

Though  my  time  be  far  away, 

Please  God,  may  I  be  a  cloud  some  day, 

A  cloud  so  high  and  near  to  You, 

Free  from  human  wrongs  and  fears; 

Though  my  day  be  far  away, 

May  I  be  like  this  some  day. 

May  I  flow  free 
O'er  field  and  sea, 

Or  walk  the  waters  of  the  deep  as  fog, 
Then  roll  as  mist  over  marsh  and  bog. 

May  I  fall  with  staccato  beat 

To  wash  the  world  of  dirt  and  heat. 

May  I  descend 
At  daylight's  end 

Upon  the  meadow's  sweet  green  grass 

As  dew,  the  dearest  jewels  of  a  country  lass. 

May  I  hide  wild  geese  from  the  hunter's  guns 
'Til  the  sun  sinks  down  and  nighttime  comes. 

May  I  be  a  phantom  white 
Falling  softly,  a  child's  delight, 
Covering  common  things  with  lovely  snow, 
Leaving  strong  tree  boughs  laden  low. 

The  highest  mountain  top  may  I  enfold 

To  form  blue  haze  'til  sunlight  strikes  me  gold. 

May  I  welcome  anew 
Or  say  adieu 

To  the  daylight,  when  in  dawn  or  sunset  array 
My  loveliest  hues  cascade  the  skyway. 

May  I  be  fleet  and  swift  of  feet 
To  dance  'cross  a  clear  blue  sky. 
May  I  reach  and  climb  the  heavens  high 
Forever,  —  never  to  die. 

Florence  Cochrane,  '45 


AMERICA 

A  brush,  a  tree,  a  rock  or  stone, 
Each  so  small  within  itself, 
Put  together  make  a  whole, 
Which  means  to  me  — 
America. 

A  bird,  a  bee,  a  lazy  cow, 
Moving  through  a  quiet  field, 
Etching  with  their  pastoral  charm  — 
America. 

A  laughing  child,  a  whistling  boy, 
A  fireside  in  a  cosy  home, 
A  churchbell  sounding  on  the  frosty  air — 
These  are  America. 

And  over  all  our  eagle  flies, 
Protecting  with  his  mighty  wings 
Those  traditions,  ideals,  beauties,  —  all 
Her  people  fight  and  die  to  hold,  to  keep  — 
America. 

Carol  Mason,  '46 
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Seated,  left  to  right:  Virginia  Hatfield,  Rena  Luther,  Marjorie  Hooker,  Edward  Roach,  Wanda 
Renski,  Clifford  Hopkins,  Richard  Ortenzi,  Helen  Fitch,  Miriam  Norcross,  Dorothy  Hopkins,  Irene 
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Back  Row:   John  Boelsma,  Robert  Lundberg,  Arthur  Mandeville. 


CLASS  OF  1946 
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Second  Row:  Marjorie  Kennedy,  Beverly  Crawshaw,  Marlene  Morey,  Ruth  Potter,  Helen  Woj- 
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AN  AMERICAN  HERO 

All  that  week  Sally  had  been  in  a  great 
state  of  excitement.  Tom,  after  seventeen 
months  of  service  overseas,  was  coming  home. 

Now  the  day  of  Ids  arrival  had  dawned 
clear  and  bright.  Sally's  face  was  alive  with 
eagerness.  She  was  to  meet  him  in  the  station 
at  ten  o'clock.  Since  early  morning  she  had 
been  up  dressing  for  the  occasion.  Finally 
she  had  decided  to  wear  the  green  and  white 
dress  that  contrasted  so  well  with  her  long 
auburn  hair.  She  looked  at  herself  in  the 
mirror,  patted  her  hair,  and  then  ran  down 
stairs. 

After  breakfast,  Mother,  Dad,  and  Sally 
were  off  for  the  station  in  their  black  sedan. 
The  station  was  crowded  with  people  and 
photographers  ready  to  greet  Tom  as  he 
climbed  down  from  the  train.  The  selectmen 
were  there  ready  to  show  their  gratitude  to 
him  for  making  tins  town  so  well  known.  It 
was  Tom  who  had  helped  capture  hundreds 
of  (lermans,  and  in  that  waj'  put  the  name  of 
this  little  town  in  headlines  across  the  country. 

The  minutes  were  like  hours  to  Sally  as 
she  waited  impatiently  for  the  first  glimpse 
of  the  train. 

Suddenly  someone  shouted  "Here  it  is!" 
And  sure  enough  the  train  was  rounding  the 
bend.  The  band  started  playing  as  the  train 
glided  into  the  station. 

Then  Tom  climbed  down  from  the  coach, 
and  Sally  threw  her  arms  about  his  shaggy 
neck.  Photographers  flashed  their  cameras, 
and  people  crowded  around.  Tom  was  hand- 
some standing  there,  his  eyes  bright  in  an- 
ticipation. The  selectmen  came  over  to  shake 
his  paw.    More  pictures! 

Then  fourteen  year  old  Sally  and  her  dog 
Tom  went  home,  happy  in  the  knowledge  that 
they  had  done  their  part  for  victory. 

Alice  Roach,  '46 


A  HELPING  HAND 

Sally  sighed  as  she  neared  the  last  house 
on  the  street.  She  had  been  going  from  house 
to  house  for  almost  a  week  now,  and  she 
was  getting  a  little  tired.  But  she  hadn't 
minded  because  she  knew  these  generous  dona- 


tions, collected  by  her  for  the  infantile  par- 
alysis fund  helped  thousands  of  boys  and  girls 
like  herself.  She  knew  what  it  was  like,  be- 
cause she  had  just  recovered  from  tins  dread 
disease  herself. 

These  unfortunate  children  needed  the 
money,  and  she  was  going  to  see  that  they  got 
it.  This  money  took  the  children  who  were 
afflicted  with  this  disease  to  special  hospitals 
where  they  were  helped  on  the  road  to  health. 
It  also  bought  special  equipment  for  massaging 
the  useless  limbs.  She  pictured  the  joy  on  the 
faces  of  the  small  children  when  they  could 
walk  alone,  and  the  delight  on  the  faces  of 
the  older  ones  when  they  danced  their  first 
waltz. 

The  people  whose  houses  she  had  been  going 
to  for  the  last  week  had  been  very  generous  to 
her,  but  she  didn't  know  how  Mr.  Parks,  who 
lived  in  the  last  house,  would  feel  about  con- 
tributing some  money.  He  was  very  old  and 
would  never  let  the  neighboring  children  pick 
apples  from  his  tree,  but  always  chased  them 
away,  shouting  angrily.  She  had  heard  people 
say  that  he  had  a  lot  of  money  which  he  hid. 
Maybe  be  would  contribute.  She  walked  de- 
terminedly up  to  the  door,  hesitated  a  moment, 
and  then  bravely  rang  the  bell.  She  heard 
shuffling  footsteps ;  then  the  door  slowly 
opened,  and  a  voice  said,  "Hello." 

Sally  drew  a  deep  breath  and  ventured  a 
reply.  She  talked  quickly  about  the  infantile 
paralysis  drive  for  funds,  so  he  couldn't  in- 
terrupt. When  she  had  finished,  she  waited 
a  moment,  and  was  surprised  to  see  a  sudden 
smile  play  across  his  face.  He  was  silent  for 
a  moment,  then  he  abruptly  wheeled  and 
went  back  into  the  house.  Sally  waited  im- 
patiently on  the  doorstep  wondering  what  he 
was  going  to  do.  She  was  thinking  that 
perhaps  she  had  better  go  while  she  could, 
when  he  reappeared  in  the  door.  This  time 
he  had  a  slip  of' paper  in  his  hand.  He  handed 
it  to  her  with  a  smile.  Sally,  a  puzzled  look 
on  her  face,  took  it.  Glancing  down,  she  saw 
that  it  was  a  check.  She  turned  to  thank 
him,  then  looked  down  in  surprise.  It  was 
made  out  for  $500!  Stammering  her  thanks, 
she  clutched  the  check  tightly  and  went  down 
the  street. 
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After  Sally  had  disappeared  around  the 
corner,  Mr.  Parks  went  into  the  living  room 
and  up  to  the  mantel.  He  smiled  tenderly 
as  he  looked  upon  the  face  of  his  daughter 
Mary.  How  well  lie  rememhered  how  she 
had  suffered !  There  had  been  no  special 
hospitals  and  equipment  then,  and  because  of 
that  she  had  died.  He  smiled  again  as  lie 
said,  "I  know  you  are  happy,  dear,  that  I've 
helped  some  other  children  like  you  today." 

(  '(instance  Glover,  '46 


"INTO  THE  WILD  BLUE  YONDER" 

I  entered  the  little  office  beside  the  hangar 
and  nervously  asked  the  person  in  charge  of 
the  office  if  I  could  go  up.  She  answered, 
"Not  right  now,  but  in  a  few  minutes  a  plane 
will  be  coming  in. ' ' 

So  I  wait  outside  the  office  and  scan  the 
horizon  until  I  see  a  small  speck  approaching 
the  airfield  and  steadily  "rowing  larger. 

As  the  plane  lands,  a  passenger  steps  out 
with  a  sickly  green  look  on  his  face;  then  the 
pilot  descends.  He  is  a  handsome  fellow  with 
helmet  and  goggles.  The  pilot  says  that  his 
name  is  Joe,  and  asks  me  if  I  want  to  go  up. 
I  look  back  at  the  other  passenger  who  is 
walking  quite  unsteadily  toward  the  hangar, 
but  before  I  can  say  no,  Joe  has  me  in  the 
rear  seat  of  the  cockpit  and  has  the  propeller 
whirring.  I  shut  my  eys.  Then  I  feel  a  bump. 
Out  of  curiosity  I  look  out  and  down,  only  to 
find  that  we  haven't  left  the  ground  as  yet 
and  are  skimming  along  at  full  speed  down 
the  runway.  I  notice  that  Joe  is  looking  in 
the  rear  view  mirror  and  laughing.  He  asks 
me  if  I'm  nervous.  Dishonestly  I  squeak, 
"N-n-no." 

We  are  now  passing  over  the  telephone 
wires  and  seem  to  be  climbing  higher  and 
higher.  Soon  we  have  attained  altitude,  and 
Joe  levels  off.  Looking  back  at  the  airport, 
I  find  that  it  is  now  nothing  but  a  small  speck. 

"Whereabouts  do  you  live?"  asks  Joe. 

"In  East  Bridgewater, "  I  proudly  reply. 


"We  are  flying  over  the  center  now,"  he 
says.    "Can  you  see  your  home?" 

I  peer  out  the  window  and  see  many 
familiar  places.  Then  off  to  the  right  I  spot 
my  home  and  point  it  out  to  Joe.  He  heads 
toward  it  and  swoops  down  very  low,  barely 
missing  the  chimney,  and  then  starts  off 
toward  the  airport  again. 

After  landing,  he  asks,  "How  was  it?" 

This  time  I  honestly  reply,  "Swell!" 

Clifford  Hopkins,  '47 


THE  THING  THAT  LADIES  CALL 
A  HAT 

Stop  it!    Stop  it!    I'm  going  bats 
Over  these  nightmares  of  hideous  hats! 
The  more  I  see  them,  I  have  temptations 
To  kill  the  millions  who  make  these  creations. 

I  thought  a  hat  a  mere  cover  for  the  head; 
Anyway,  that's  what  the  dictionaries  have  said; 
But  when  I  see  these  wild  distortions, 
My  eyes  go  into  tempestuous  contortions! 

Judging  by  ladies'  hat  formations, 
I  can  tell  their  occupations; 
I  see  donned  on  some  scatterbrains 
A  water  bowl  or  weather  vanes; 
They  must,  with  this  installation, 
Be  employed  at  a  weather  station! 

Then  there  are  some  who  are  patriotic, 
For  planted  on  their  domes,  the  hats  chaotic 
Appear  a  garden  of  some  subject  matter 
Made  up  of  vegetables  mixed  in  with  batter! 
Next  are  the  hats  that  portray  the  spring, 
For  on  a  large  platter  the  milliners  string 
A  branch  of  a  tree  which  is  more  than  absurd, 
Teeming  with  nests  and  dozens  of  birds! 

The  "Paradise  Plume"  is  the  worst  of  them  all. 
For  skillfully  but  cleverly  the  creators  install 
A  mountain  of  feathers  and  all  kinds  of  straw, 
Certainly  a  masterpiece  of  amazement  and  awe! 

Hats  made  of  rags  and  scraps  of  metal, 
Hats  made  of  pipecleaners,  pieces  of  petal, 
Hats  made  of  lampshades  and  ice  cream  cones, 
Hats  made  of  sticks,  and  paper,  and  bones! 

Stop  it!    Stop  it!    I'm  going  bats! 
Over  these  nightmares  of  hideous  hats! 

Norman  Ritchie,  '46 
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HEARD  BETWEEN  THE  BOOKENDS 

It  took  place  Long  Long  Ago  at  the  Thurber 
Carnival  where  Anything  Can  Happen.  China 
Brown  decided  to  Turn  Home  when  she  spied 
Joseph  the  Provider  gazing  at  The  Signpost. 

She  sighed  and  thought,  "How  Dear  To  My 
Heart  he  is!"  It  was  love  at  first  sight.  After 
a  long  courtship  they  were  married.  They  had 
a  lot  of  Crazy  Weather  during  their  honey- 
mooning at  Hotel  Berlin.  Later  they  took 
The  Roael  Back  to  Paris. 

The  next  ten  years  they  spent  at  their 
Apartment  in  Athens  where  they  had  one 
servant,  a  Black  Boy.  They  were  hlessed  with 
one  Young  'Vn,  named  Anna  Bolton. 

The  three  of  them  then  journeyed  to  The 
Miracle  of  America  on  the  Fightin'st  Ship. 
They  resided  at  Bedford  Village  where  they 
started  The  Building  of  Jalna. 

Time  Must  Have  a  Stop  and  Cluny  and 
Joseph  grow  old  while  Anna  goes  out  to  work 
as  a  Labor  Baron.  People  often  ask,  "What 
Became  of  Anna  Bolton?" 

Judith  Hunt,  '45 


Rationed  Space? 

Mr.  Rondels,  in  chemistry:  .Miss  Clogston, 
you  certainly  should  he  able  to  rememher  the 
chapters  you  studied  last  week! 

Ruthie:  But  I  have  to  forget  some  things 
to  make  room  in  my  brain  for  others. 


Sightless  Ears,  Too? 

Miss  McNally,  in  history  class:  Speak  up! 
1  can't  hear  a  thing  with  my  glasses  on  ! 


Perfect  Transcription 

Miss  Brown,  as  the  Monday  morning  short- 
hand class  was  correcting  transcription:  Miss 
Copeland,  what  are  you  laughing  at  ? 

Leona:  Well,  it  says  on  this  paper  "Please 
send  us  a  pair  of  dead  poles"  instead  of  "a 
pail  of  tadpoles  ! ' ' 


Two  Smarts  Make  a  Moron? 

Mr.  Rondels,  discussing  heredity :  People 
should  marry  their  mental  equals.  For  in- 
stance, smart  people  marry  smart  people. 

Eddie  Whelan :  But  if  people  were  smart, 
thev  wouldn't  set  married. 


Compliments  of 


Dr.  Anthony  J.  Carriuolo 
DENTIST 


Tel.  2886 


X-RAY 


Times  Building 
7  Main  Street  Brockton,  Mas? 

TOWNE  PHARMACY 

THE  REXALL  STORE 

"The  Town  Favorite" 

S.  Berenson,  Ph.  G.,  Reg.  Pharm. 
Telephone  3 


i 


Dr.  Leo  Levine 
DENTIST 

Hours:    9-6,  Saturday  9-9 
Telephone  7157 


86  Main  Street 


Brockton 


Compliments  of 


E.  D.  KENNEALLY 


Students'  Friend 


j     CAPITOL  THEATRE 

BRIDGEWATER 

|                        Matinees  Daily  at  2  P.  M. 
jj                      Evenings  6:45  to  11  P.  M. 
|                 Sundays  and  Holidays  Continuous 

Showing  Only  the  Very  Best  in 
Motion  Picture  Entertainment 

j         Make   the    CAPITOL,  Bridgewater 
i              Your  Favorite  Movie  Theatre 

Geo.  D.  Leavitt 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Geo.  D.  Leavitt.  Jr. 

Optometrist  and  Optician 

Tel.  Whitman  225 
12  South  Avenue                Whiaman,  Mass. 

Better    light    means    better  sight. 
Good    light    saves    eyestrain  and 
helps   prevent   defective   vision  in 
later  years.     Always  have  enough 
light  in  the  right  places. 

Brockton  Edison  Co. 

PJ.  FoppaCrill 

f \J    'bib  andVifmett/all      food  1 

I  mutes  18  end 106  Elmu/ood 'since  /926  -Tel.  353 £. Bridgewater  1 
I                    ( uie  do  not  serve  wines  or  /iyuors  )  I 

S  CRANE  A 

Pure,  Rich  Milk  jg^ 

1                  from  a  Htjyf 

|    Federal  Accredited  Herd  ^Bfl 

1          East  Bridgewater 

{                     Tel.  86  1 

Compliments  of 
1  >  1  1  \  1  \  1/  I  )     r  ADM 

Compliments  of 

j            A  FRIEND 
1 

i 

i 

Compliments  of 

Hvm an's  Furniture  Co. 

Hyman  T.  Gotshalk,  Prop. 

Complete  Home  Furnishings 

50  Central  Square          Bridgewater,  Mass. 
Telephone  334 

Compliments  of 

Flanagan's  Music  Store 

Band  and  Orchestra  Instruments 

First  Class  Repairing 

Telephone  4469 

40  Centre  Street                    Brockton,  Mass. 
(Over  Postoffice) 

RADIO  SERVICE 

Your  radio  can  be  put  in 
first  class  working  condition 

by 

HOWE 

22  King  Place            East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

Alden's,  Inc.  of  Brockton 

Established  1896  —  Incorporated  1936 

HARDWARE  —  CUTLERY 

iMLtlK  II    V-*  Lvll3113             A  dill  13             kJCCllS   —     i  (_)\  > 

Telephone  1059 

1151  Main  Street,  Corner  of  Market  Street 
Brocktn,  Massachusetts 

For  Smart  —  Dependable 
Up-To-The-Minute 

WEARING  APPAREL 

1 f"    IA7  ill     n3\7    l/r»ll     f"/"\  \7IClt" 

ii   win   LJdy    y  vj u   l (J  visit 

BESSE  -  BAKER'S 

Main  Street  at  Legion  Parkway,  Brockton 

Compliments  of 

Bridgewater  Brick  Co. 

Telephone  2461 

Brockton  Business  College 

A  Good  School  for  Over  50  Years 

Intensive  Courses  Start  July  2 

George  E.  Bigelow,  Prin. 
Telephone   63  5 
226  Main  Street                   Brockton,  Mass. 

Flowers  for  Every  Occasion 

We  specialize  in 

Corsages  -  Wedding  Arrangements 

and 

AH  Types  Funeral  Designs 

Alexander's  Flower  Shop 

Beatrice  M.  Holbrook,  Prop. 
Telephone  145         East  Bridgewater,  Mass. 

Compliments  of 

A.  S.  MEYERS 

Clothing  and  Haberdashery 

53  Centre  Street 
Brockton  Massachusetts 

j            You  can  get  'most  anything  at 

|  BEN'S 

Com p  1  lmc nts  of 

I      5c  -  $1.00  Store,  Inc. 

The 

j                Open  Evenings  Until  9  P.  M. 

Saturdays,  10  P.  M. 

Chandler  Construction  Co. 

1                                       Stores  at 

1122  Main  Street  and  226  Belmont  Street 
Brockton  Mass. 

EAST  BRIDGEWATER 

\  H  A  C  C 

|                                Telephone  1586 

Compliments  of 

Compliments  of 

j            A  FRIEND 
] 

650  Plymouth  Streeet 
East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Compliments  of 

THE  EPICURE 

Carver  Cotton  Gin  Co. 

Representing 

DIV.  OF  THE  MURRAY  CO. 

S.  S.  PIERCE  COMPANY 
Birdseye  Frosted  Foods 

East  Bridgewater  Massachusetts 

Telephone   East  Bridgewater  410 

Compliments  of 

EMPIRE  THEATRE 

rr  LIT?   1)  17  I  >  l~i  f\ T  T T C rr    LT  A  T>  \  1 

j  IrlL  or^Ki^yUlM  rArvlVl 

Telephone  856 

WHITMAN 

Photographer 


Telephone  227 


172  MAIN  STREET 


BROCKTON,  MASS. 


Eugenie  Beauty  Salon 

M.  Clifton  Edson  &  Son 

Incorporated 

Telephone  114 

Insurance  of  All  Kinds 

27  Central  Street 

Phone  110 

East  Bridgewater  Mass. 

11  Central  Street               East  Bridgewater 

Compliments  of 

G  A.  BATSON 
BUILDING  SUPPLY  CO. 

RYDER  GRAIN  CO. 

36  North  Central  Street 

Wirthmore  Feeds 

LUMBER 

HARDWARE,  BUILDING  MATERIALS 

Special  Millwork 

Brockton  Massachusetts 

NEW  ENGLAND  COKE 
COAL  and  OIL 

Compliments  of 

ROGER  DUMONT,  INC. 

JEWELER 


13  High  Street 


Brockton,  Massachusetts 

I 

i 


V 


Compliments  of 


M.  F.  ROACH  CO. 


Compliments  of 


WOODARD  &  WRIGHT 
IAST  COMPANY 


